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Floating on air 
"What I like about it is that it's real 
flying—you're right back to the 
basics," commented Andy Andrews, 
senior with the Greensboro Office, " i t 
doesn't forgive you your mistakes; you 
can't power your way out." 
Andy was describing his enthusiasm 
for soaring, the sport of literally riding 
on air in one of the gracefully airworthy 
but completely engineless craft known 
as sailplanes. (The term "gl ider" is in 
disrepute because it suggests a gentle 
but steady flight downwards to a 
landing instead of prolonged 
buoyancy.) 
"I 've been told it's a little like scuba 
diving," he said, seeking a way to 
describe the thrili of soaring. He meant 
the eerie silence with nothing but the 
wind noise slipping past the 
windscreen as you ride a current of 
air, dropping or climbing. "You feel as 
if you're one with the sailplane." 
Andy, who has long flown powered 
airplanes, started soaring about three 
years ago. "There's a little soaring 
center thirty-five miles away from 
Greensboro, an airport called 
Strawberry Hill," he recalled. "I was 
curious so one Saturday afternoon I 
gave it a try." Now he soars on 
weekends every chance he gets and 
his wife, Carol, who has soloed in 
power planes and has been up in 
sailplanes a few times, loves it too, He 
said it took only a couple of hours to 
make the transition from powered craft 
to sailplane aviation; it would take a 
non-flyer as long to learn how to 
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operate a sailplane as it would for him 
to qualify with powered aircraft. 
He rents a one-seat sailplane, getting 
off the ground by means of a tow aloft 
by a powered towplane. At an altitude 
of 1,500 to 2,500 feet, he releases the 
sailplane from the tow rope and is on 
his own. How long a sailplane will stay 
up depends in large measure on the 
skill of the pilot. While the sailplane 
has all of the steering and banking 
controls of powered craft—rudder, 
elevators and ailerons—the rate of 
descent can be controlled 
mechanically only by spoilers, iarge 
flaps on the long, thin wings which act 
as air brakes when opened. 
Manipulating them enables the pilot to 
increase or decrease the rate of 
descent in landing. 
Also aiding him is a cluster of 
instruments: an altimeter; a 
variometer, which shows the rate of 
climb or descent; an air speed 
indicator; a compass, and a "needie 
ball" which, operating on the same 
principle as the bubble in a 
carpenter's level, indicates whether or 
not the sailplane is flying at a level 
attitude. 
Sailplane flying in the Greensboro 
area is thermal flying—riding on 
updrafts caused by temperature 
differences; warm air rises above 
cooler air and presumably wili hold a 
sailplane if the pilot is clever enough 
to find a thermal air current. For 
example, Andy explained, a likely area 
to fly above is a plowed field which 
sheds heat stored up from the sun's 
rays. A forest, however, will retain heat 
and a sailplane above it will falter. 
Very little soaring is done in the cool 
Carolina winter. 
Andy's longest flight has been for two 
hours and forty-five minutes, he 
recalled; he has been up in a sailplane 
for about thirty hours in total. A 
sailplane will stall at thirty-five miles 
per hour and at sixty is flying "wide 
open," either in a dive or being 
shoved along by a brisk wind. A good 
sailplane will climb as high as 50,000 
or 60,000 feet (above 11,000 an 
oxygen source is needed). Andy has 
not yet attempted cross country flight 
but sailplanes are capable of flights of 
several hundred miles, according to 
international standards. 
"I have a tittle sign, 'Plan ahead,'" 
Andy noted. The object is to land your 
sailplane where you intended to land 
—usually where you took off. Andy 
consequently tries to fly upwind from 
the airport so that it is easier to 
maneuver his craft back, Occasionally 
sailplanes must land in a strange 
field. No trouble, however. He is in 
radio contact with a ground crew who 
I pick him up with a truck. The sailplane 
1 can be disassembled in about twenty 
, minutes and stored in a trailer. 
Is there any danger of making five 
1 children ranging from four to fourteen 
fatherless? Not much. "Generally 
speaking, a sailplane is safer than a 
regular plane," Andy said. "First of all, 
it's so streamlined and light it has a 
tremendous glide ratio—the ratio of 
the craft's distance covered 
horizontally compared to unit of 
vertical drop." The angle of the 
plane's descent is so shallow that it 
can land in many spots inaccessible 
to crippled power planes. "Second of 
all, it flies a whale of a lot slower and 
can land in a much smaller place. 
Third, there's no engine and that 
means there's no gasoline—so you 
don't have to worry about a fire." 
Parking-it-yourself 
Just the way everyone talks about the 
weather, people in a hundred cities 
complain about the difficulty and cost 
of parking without doing much of 
anything about it. But seven 
enterprising Columbus Office men are 
an exception to the rule. Instead of 
continuing to shell out dollar after 
hard-earned dollar every day for 
parking fees, they have grouped their 
resources and planning ability 
together. Now they own their own 
parking lot. 
"The idea came to me one day when I 
was in a client's office," said principal 
Tom Hartley, as he recalled the origin 
of Parco, the H&S group's parking lot 
company. "When the Columbus Office 
moved to its new building last year, 
some of us were talking about how 
much we were paying out for parking, 
Sailplanes—made in this country by a 
company in Elmira, New York—are 
now of metal rod and fiberglass 
construction. They are expensive, at 
least $6,000 for a single-place cockpit 
model. They can go up to $15,000 for 
a deluxe version, and some models 
are large enough to hold three people. 
That's why Andy will continue to rent 
his pleasure—paying about $10 an 
hour plus $5 per tow to hitch a ride up, 
up and away from one of the 
old-fashioned type of flying machines 
you have to fuel up. • 
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if we were to add it all together. The 
total was like paying off the mortgage 
on a house." 
Six other men joined Tom to 
investigate what they could do in 
cooperation to reduce the cost of 
parking their cars. In short order they 
found a suitable nearby property with 
a few derelict houses on it. The tot was 
targe enough for twenty parking 
spaces, and lay within a five-minute 
walk of the H&S office. 
Fred Dauterman, Columbus tax 
specialist, advised the owner how he 
could turn his nothing property into 
something worthwhile. He was 
persuaded to demolish the vacant 
buildings on the plot, then take a 
demolition loss on his taxes. The cost 
of demolition was covered by the 
down payments chipped in by the 
seven Parco members, who took a 
ten-year lease on the property with 
option to purchase. A light touch with 
a grader, a sprinkling of gravel, a few 
markers—and the job was done. 
Now Tom Hartley and his Parco 
partners have their own reserved 
parking spots virtually without cost. 
Space in nearby tots cost about $250 
a year; the H&S group rents out 
thirteen of its twenty places to office 
friends and neighbors for less than 
half that rate—$25 a quarter year. 
Yes, all of Parco's spaces are 
taken now. As Emerson is supposed 
to have said, just think up a way 
to build a better mousetrap . . . • 
Woodwork 
" I like the page that has all the 
leaves and the page that shows how 
old the tree is." 
" I tike the part of inside trees. It had 
nice illastations. I like forrest l ife." 
"We love our tree book. I didn't 
know the rings could tell so much. 
They tell a lot. We have our own 
nature trail but now we can't go over 
because we might get shot." 
(Translation: The trail was 
temporarily posted for the hunting 
season.) 
These are typical react ions of third 
grade pupi ls of Martha Ti l lotson, wife 
of pr incipal John C. Ti l lotson of the 
Executive Off ice, to a book named 
The Secret Life of the Forest. And 
therein lies a tale—of corporate 
concern for envi ronment and of the 
far - reaching effects of a not-so- typical 
Madison Avenue ad campaign. 
The book the schoolch i ldren admi re so 
much (see The Editors' Bookshel f on 
page 16), wh ich descr ibes the birth to 
death cycle of trees as the source of 
life to all l iving things surrounding 
them, was inspired by St. Regis Paper 
Company, 
St. Regis, a Haskins & Sells cl ient for 
more than forty years, is a company 
with a vested interest in the 
preservat ion and expansion of 
Amer ica 's wood lands. In order to 
educate readers on the eco logy of 
forests and its own concern with the 
replenishment of t imber lands, St. Regis 
sponsored a series of insti tut ional ads 
over a per iod of f ive years that 
depic ted such wonders as the process 
of germinat ion, The series, wh ich 
came to a c lose last year, compr ised 
twenty-e ight p ieces of art ranging 
From black and white to full co lor 
i l lustrations. Somebody at Amer ican 
Heri tage Press spotted them, looked 
for more and dec ided that the 
i l lustrat ions could become the artwork 
for an excit ing book on forest life. 
Permission granted f rom St. Regis— 
enthusiast ical ly. 
Chauncey Norton, a partner in the 
New York Off ice who oversees the 
Firm's work for St. Regis, examined a 
copy of the book, admi red it and 
asked Wil l iam Kneeland. executive 
vice president of the paper 
manufacturer, to donate a copy to the 
Harbourton School in New Jersey. 
Since then, as Mrs, Ti l lotson wrote in 
letters to Chauncey and Mr. Kneeland, 
the book "has been up and down the 
aisles. Each one d iscovers something 
new—the good readers help the slow 
ones and all are learning f rom it. Our 
nature trail is right across the road 
from our school. Until hunt ing season 
started we made many trips, s tudying 
eco logy first hand. " 
Girl wi th real drive 
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Harbourton School is somewhat 
unique; it has been cited as the last 
"one room schoolhouse" in Mercer 
County, New Jersey. Actually the 
small building has two classrooms but 
classes are, to say the least, mixed. 
Mrs. Tillotson, who has taught there 
for seven years, began as a substitute 
teacher when the Tillotsons set up 
house in nearby Pennington. Total 
enrollment is around fifty children, who 
have plenty of opportunity to compare 
the vivid illustrations in the book with 
the real thing outside in this rural, 
wooded section of New Jersey. 
As Chauncey wrote Mrs. Tillotson, " I 
think it is wonderful that small children 
in a rural school and hard-headed 
businessmen in a large corporation 
can be brought together by a common 
interest in the wonders of the forest. 
I am pleased that Haskins & Sells was 
able to participate in some small way 
as a catalyst in this reaction." • 
Pat (that's Patricia) Yates has been 
playing golf since she was eleven and 
the men of the San Francisco Office 
will readily vouchsafe her twelve year 
history with the game has paid off. 
Women Libbers, please note: Pat has 
been an assistant accountant for less 
than a year but has already scored an 
unequivocal triumph in what is 
traditionally a man's game. 
Competing in a field of 120, Pat won 
I the staff's annual golf outing last fall 
at the Silverado Golf and Country Club 
in Napa with a gross score of 88, going 
out in 48 and coming back in 40. The 
victory is all the sweeter since Pat had 
not touched a golf club for six months; 
she had just returned from a leave of 
absence to tour Europe. Before that 
trip, her grades in the November 1969 
CPA examination brought her an 
i honorable mention in competition for 
the Elijah Watt Sells Award. 
Pat, who once daydreamed about 
becoming a pro, grew up in Modesto, 
California, a member of a family that 
regularly played golf together at the 
local country club. Besides her mother 
and father, Pat has an older and a 
younger brother. Alan, the younger, 
has a two handicap now at the age of 
18, and her left-handed father has a 
four handicap. 
"Most of the credit goes to my father,'' 
Pat says. "He wanted me to have a 
good swing and l always wanted to be 
a credit to him. During the summer, in 
the tournament season, I would get 
really dedicated and work on 
developing a grooved swing—one that 
is consistent all the time." 
Growing up, she often participated in 
father and daughter tournaments. She 
won a tournament for her age group at 
12, took low net honors in another 
country club tournament at 16. At 
Stanford University, from which she 
graduated in 1968 with a BA in 
economics (she followed with a one 
I year "crash course" in accounting at 
| Golden Gate College in San 
Francisco), she joined the girls' golf 
team and played about three schools 
a year under a limited schedule—there 
aren't that many golfing coeds. 
But she says her best workouts were 
with her father, who she thinks could 
easily have become an accomplished 
pro. "Sometimes I'll tie him if he has 
a bad day," she says, laughing. 
Do women have a tougher time than 
men in learning to play golf? Not 
really, says Pat—except perhaps for 
the general lack of moral support. Not 
many girls are that serious about 
learning golf; women tend to get 
interested in the game in their middle 
years. 
i "Girls are supposed to be good on 
putting and chipping to make up for 
the distance on woods where men 
have the edge," she says, "but I don't 
think I do especially well. Instead I 
concentrate on my swing. It's hardest 
always to keep a good swing. I have 
a tendency to loop at the top of my 
swing, which makes me slice a lot. I'll 
correct it but I'll still slip back into it 
once in awhile. Putting is 
I psychological for me. If I'm going well 
I with my drives l don 't worry about the 
putting." • 
